ACT   I
MERCURY descends
JER.   Thou  glorious  fabric!  stand, for ever
stand:
Well worthy thou to entertain The God of Traffic, and of Gain, To draw the concourse of the land, And wealth of all the main, But where the shoals of merchants meeticg ? Welcome to their friends repeating, Busy bargains' deafer sound ? Tongue confused of every nation ? Nothing here but desolation, Mournful silence reigns around.
Aug. O Hermes! pity me ! I was, while heaven did smile, The queen of all this isle, Europe's pride, And Albion's bride ;
But gone my plighted lord ! ah, gone is he! O Hermes! pity me!
Tham. And I the noble Flood, whose tributary tide Does on her silver margent smoothly glide; But heaven grew jealous of our happy state, And bid revolving fate Our doom decree; No more the King of Floods am I, No more the Queen of Albion, she !
[These two lines are sung fy reprises x betwixt AUGUSTA and THAMESIS,
1 Antiphonally. 239